For if the sinewy thread my brain lets fall

Through every part

Can tie those parts, and make me one of all,

Those hairs, which upward grow, and strength and art

Have from a better brain,

Can better do't; except she meant that I

By this should know my pain,

As prisoners then are manacled

when they're condemn'd to die.

Whate'er she meant by't, bury it with me;

For since I am

Love's martyr, it might breed idolatry,

If into other hands these relics came.

As 'twas humility

T'afFord to it all that a soul can do.

So *t is some bravery,

That since you would have none of me I bury some of yoi

THE   B LOSSOM

Little think'st thou, poor FlowV!
Whom I have watched six or seven days,
And seen th^ birth, and seen what every hour
Gave to thy growth, thee to this height to raise,